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detest a fool, and so many kind people are half-
witted/ She let herself run on, looking up and
seeing that a little evening breeze moved, as a
tiny boat moves on a pond, through the trees.
She looked down and saw that Adam was playing
with the dog,

* Reuben, are you still bothered with women?'
He laughed.    ' No.    I am too old.'

* Nonsense.    You are not sixty.    When did
they cease to torment you? *

* I will tell you.    It was in Kendal some ten
years ago.    It was in the winter-time and I had
been preaching out on the hills.    It was peril-
ously cold, and in the inn after supper a large
redrfaced girl invited me to her room.    Then,
to be warm and to be comforted by someone
(for I was much alone at that time) I went into
bed with her.    And she had but just blown out
the candle when I saw the Lord, a young man
in silver armour standing on the floor.    The fire
shone on him and he was glorious.    He cried
to me, " Reuben, the pleasure is not worth the
pain."    And I answered " Nay, Lord, I was so
cold."   And he came to the bed and touched my
forehead with his hand.    I lay by the girl all
night but neither of us was harmed/

* And do you truly think it was the Lord? *
asked Judith.

' Who else could it have been? * said Reuben*
' No, no one else/
' Well, then------'

* But maybe you were already asleej

* Not  before embracing the girl.